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must qualify himself or herself by half an hour's drill on the spinning.
wheel.
SHAUKAT ALI
Khadim-i-Kaba
I rather like the rebuke administered to me by Maulana
Shaukat Ali.  Although I am in the surrendering mood all along
the line, I did not know that I would have to suffer the pangs of
surrender even to the Big Brother. I thought that his big and un-
wieldy body would not respond to the gentle art of spinning,
I tender my apology to him for my having underrated his ability
for lighter labours. I should be content to be humbled a thousand
times on the Maulana's conditions.   What is my humiliation if
the country thereby gains? And I count it no small gain to have
an   indignant   repudiation   from   the   Maulana  that   anybody
should dare to excuse him for lighter labours because of his bulk.
No task is too light or too heavy for him, if thereby the coun-
try benefits. I wish that every worker accepted that rigid test for
himself.  The information given by the Maulana about the staff
of the Khilafat office having set to work, Dr. Ansari having begun
spinning in the midst of heavy, incessant professional calls upon
his time, must make Shankerlal Banker's mouth water.   If this
enthusiasm   continues,   I   expect  a splendid response from the
Mussalmans.    It  speaks  volumes for the Maulana's popularity
that, in spite of the libellous leaflets to which he has referred, his
Kathiawar  tour  brought  to the  coffers of the Khilafat  Com-
mittee no less than 25,000 rupees in cash and promises of nearly
ten thousand. The writers of the leaflets do not know the basis of
our connection.   Dissimilar in everything else, as I have already
pointed out, there is one common bond between us.   We are
both impatient of slavery. We resent the curtailment of any human
being's legitimate liberty.   And therefore we have accepted the
slavery of God. In order that we may be able to look the whole
of the human kind straight in the face and even oppose it, if
necessary, we have become as clay in the Potter's   hands.  He
can mould us as He will, crush us, toss us about, still we are
His. That is the only cement between us.  I admit that it is ad-
hesive, and therefore binds us indissolubly.   To say, then, that
the Maulana worships me  as his  God is not only, as he says,
a blasphemy of the Almighty, but it betrays the grossest igno-
rance of us and our relations.
Toung India, 25-9-1924